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^^,,,,,, .,,r^ .>:,,„ ; BLARNEY CASTLE. . /..ri 

There is not one of our readers who has not heard of 

" The groves of Blarney, 
They are to charming," 

and the subject of our wood-cut might naturally tempt us to 
be mirthful and extravagant. But despite of Milliken's ex- 
cellent song — we are not in the vein, and feel more disposed 
to melancholy than gaiety at sight of a noble castle, the seat 
of one of the most ancient, and most unfortunate princely 
families of Ireland — the Mac Cartys of Desmond. 

The castle of Blarney was founded about the middle of the 
fifteenth century by Cormac Mac Carty, or Carthy, surnamed 
Laider, or the strong, descended from the hereditary kings 
of South-Munster. He was also founder of the beautiful 
abbey and castle of Kilcrea, the nunnery of Ballyvacadine, 
and many other religious houses, in the former of which he 
was buried, and in which his tomb was till within a few yeai-s 
to be seen, bearing the following inscription : — 

" Hie. Jacet. Cormacus. fil. Thadii. fil. Cormaci. fil. Der- 
mitii. magni. Mc. Carthy, Dnus. de. Muscraigh. Flayn, ac. 
jstius. conventus. Primus. Fundator. An. Dom. 1494." 

The castle remained in possession of his descendants till 



forfeited with the extensive estates belonging to the lord Mus- 
kerry and Clancarthy, in the war of 1689, after which it came 
into the possession of the Jeffrey's family, to whom it still 
belongs. A pension of three hundred a year was however 
allowed to this unfortunate nobleman, on condition of his 
leaving the kingdom. « With this," says Smith, " he retired 
to Hamburgh on the Elbe, and purchased a little island in the 
mouth of that river, from the citizens of Altona, which went 
by his name." He died here October 22, 1734, aged 64, 
leaving two sons, Robert, a captain in the English navy, 
commonly called Lord Muskerry, and Justin Mac Carthy, Esq, 
Lord Muskerry having fallen under suspicions of being attached 
to the house of Stewart, " which had on a former occasion," 
remarks Charnock, in his Biographia Navalis, " proved the 
ruin of his father, was ordered to be struck off the list of 
naval officers, on the 1 6th July, 1749. He afterwards en- 
tered into foreign services." 

" Such," says Mr, Croften Croker, in his excellent " Re- 
searches in the South of Ireland," is the history of the once 
powerful Mac Cartys of Muskerry ; that of the other 
branches of the same family, as well as of most Irish clans, 
closely resemble it ; attainder, forfeiture of property and exile 
form the melancholy termination of each, and the circum- 




stances and situations which have arisen and still arise out of 
such violent events are numerous and deeply affecting. In- 
stances have occurred where the lineal descendants of the most 
distinguished houses have laboured from day to day for preca- 
rious support on the lands over which their ancestors exercised 
unlimited sovereignty. A pathetic incident connected with 
the Mac Cartys has such claims on the feelings that I will 
not conclude this narrative of their fortunes without the men- 
tion of it. A considerable part of the forfeited estates of that 

family in the county Cork, was held by Mr. S about 

the middle of the lust century. Walking one evening in his 
demesne, he observed a figure, apparently asleep, at the foot 
of an aged tree, and on approaching the spot, found an old 
man extended on the ground, whose audible sobs proclaimed 

the severest affliction. Mr. S inquired the cause, and 

was answered — " Forgive me, sir; my grief is idle, but to 
mourn is a relief to the desolate heart and humbled spirit. 
I am a Mac Carty, once the possessor of that castle, now in 
ruins, and of this ground ; — this tree was planted by ray own 
hands, and 1 have returned to water its roots with my tears. 
To-morrow I sail for Spain, where I have long been an exile 
and an outlaw since the Revolution. I am an old man, and 
to night, probably for the last time, bid farewell to the place 
of my birth and the home of my forefathers." 

The military and historic recollections connected with 
Blarney are doubtless of sufficient importance to give an in- 
terest to the place : but to a curious superstition it is perhaps 
more indebted for celebrity. A stone in the highest part of 
the castle wall is pointed out to visitors, which is supposed 
to give to whoever kisses it the peculiar privilege of deviating 



from veracity with tinblushing countenance whenever it may 
be convenient — hence the well-known phrase of " Blarney." 

The grounds attached to the castle, as I before observed, 
though so little attended to, are still beautiful. Walks, 
which a few years since were neat and trim, are now so over- 
run with brambles and wild flowers as to be passed with diffi- 
culty. Much wood has also been cut down, and the statues, 
so ridiculously enumerated in a popular song, removed. A 
picturesque bridge too, which led to the castle, has been swept 
away by the wintry floods, and, with the exception of a small 
dell called the Rock Close, every thing seems changed for the 
worse. In this romantic spot nature and art (a combination 
rather uncommon in pleasure grounds) have gone band in 
hand. Advantage has been taken of accidental circumstances 
to form tasteful and characteristic combinations; and it is 
really a matter of difficulty at first to determine what is pri- 
mitive, and what the produce of design. The delusion is 
even heightened by the present total neglect. You come 
most unexpectedly into this little shaded nook, and stand upon 
a natural terrace above the river, which glides as calmly as 
possible beneath. Here, if you feel inclined for contempla- 
tion, a rustic couch of rock, all festooned with moss and ivy, 
is at your service ; but if adventurous feelings urge you to 
explore farther, a discovery is made of an almost concealed, 
irregularly excavated passage through the solid rock, which is 
descended by a rude flight of stone steps, called the " Witches* 
Stairs," and you emerge sul margine d'un rio, over which de- 
pend some light and graceful trees. It is indeed a fairy scene, 
and I know of no place where I could sooner imagine these 
little elves holding their moon-light revelry. 



